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of being exposed. What years have accumulated,
a single moment may brush away. The church
is full of worshippers who have come from their
own homes and can look forward to a com-
fortable Sunday afternoon in their own yards.
The singing and Word of God that billows so
freely in the sunny air of the church seems to be
reaching out to these people and the yards
awaiting them. In this place Keinonen seems
to shrink and lose his power. His choicest
witticism would here be as nothing against the
tinkle that arises each time the sexton changes
the numbers on his black gilt-framed board
and then turns it round again for the congrega-
tion to see. The red coats are part of Keinonen,
and Jussi for one is ashamed of his own coat.
It makes him feel as though he were being forced
to speak Keinonen's funny dialect.

Along such paths as these Jussi's thoughts
wandered all through the sermon. He re-
membered the sickly old cottar left behind on
the pontoon, remembered him as he looked when
he thrust his wages into a leather bag, notes and
coins all mixed up together. Solemn as it was
in church, the old cottar seemed to be nearer
to Jussi than Keinonen and the red-coated
lumbermen. The cottar was of those who go
from church to their homes, of those who have
hymn-books and handkerchiefs.